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me, < and I mean to die a Catholic, Not three months
ago I baptized my child myself, rather than have
it baptized by an Ultramontane priest.' Another
man, who held a responsible situation in the post
office, told me that the priest of the parish where his
parents lived taught him when a boy that Protestants
would be saved as well as Catholics; but now he said
the Syllabus sets forth that only those who belong to
the Catholic Church can be saved. I told him that
the primary difference between a Catholic and a Pro-
testant was, that the one obeyed, and the other
reasoned. By ceasing to believe what the authorities
of the Church decreed, he ceased to be a Catholic.
He did not want to be reasoned out of his Catholicism.
<I am a Catholic,' he said, with emphasis; then
standing for a moment, and pointing to one of the
impure puddles which still adorn the ancient city of
Cologne, he added, c God has given me reason as a
gift, to be used and not to be thrust into the gutter.'
In the afternoon I was walking down a narrow street
in a poor part of, the town, when an old man with a
basket on his back came towards me smiling. I
thought at first that he might be begging, but he took
off his hat, and addressing me as Mein Herr, he said,
c I saw you in our Congress. We'll beat the Ultra-
montanes.' He then called to his wife who was
standing at the door, 'Here is an English pastor
to help us to beat our Ultramontanes.'
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